Anselm Feuerback
I do not speak of artistic and literary ladies in
impossible toilettes who tuck themselves away in humble
eating-houses and third-rate restaurants, and share one
portion among three; for us artists there are other
dangers.
Inspired by a classical "non so die" there
occasionally awakes in the bosom of a prosperous land-
owner or manufacturer the desire to do something for
art. Once he has unearthed the individual on the
strength of recommendations, and when about a month
has elapsed in taking up references as to character,
morals and domestic circumstances, the new Maecenas
of art rouses himself to action. For a few days he creeps
stealthily round the house of his victim, so as to view
it from outside; finally on the fourth or fifth day he
ventures in, and finds there a simple, natural, well
educated man. He really gives an order because he
knows that he is thereby winning a place in the history
of art and binding the artist to him with bonds of eter-
nal gratitude,
An amateur of that ilk showed a sketch from the
hand of his little twelve-year old daughter the other
day; a farmhouse with two little pigs. "Isn'tthere
music in that, pure music ? " he cried, enraptured.
' J#I very nearly bought .a picture to-day," I heard
' another one say in the hotel," but I stayed in the cata-
combs too long/'
A very different tone was adopted by a secretary of
the Embassy, Mr, So-and-so, He invited me to visit